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Dedication

For Steve Price—a true Casper ten Boom


Epigraph

Daring to do what is right,

not what fancy may tell you,

valiantly grasping occasions,

not cravenly doubting—

freedom comes only through deeds,

not through thoughts taking wing.

Faint not nor fear,

but go out to the storm and the action,

trusting in God whose commandment

you faithfully follow;

freedom, exultant, will welcome

your spirit with joy.

—Dietrich Bonhoeffer
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Dramatis Personae





	Ten Boom Family

	Nickname

	Relationship




	Arnolda Johanna

	Nollie

	Corrie’s older sister




	Cocky van Woerden

	 

	Corrie’s niece, Nollie’s daughter




	Peter van Woerden

	 

	Corrie’s nephew, Nollie’s son




	Casper

	Opa

	Corrie’s father




	Cornelia Arnolda Johanna

	Corrie (Tante Kees)

	 




	Elisabeth

	Betsie (Tante Bep)

	Corrie’s oldest sister




	Willem

	 

	Corrie’s brother




	Christiaan Johanes

	Kik

	Corrie’s nephew, Willem’s son




	Beje Permanent Refugees

	Nickname




	Hansje Frankfort-Israels

	Thea




	Ronnie Gazan

	 




	Mary van Itallie

	 




	Mirjam de Jong

	 




	Leendert Kip

	 




	Meta Monsanto

	Tante Martha




	Paula Monsanto

	 




	Meijer Mossel

	Eusi




	Nel

	 




	Hans Poley

	 




	Mr. de Vries

	 




	Henk Wessels

	 




	Henk Wiedijk

	 




	Dutch Resistance

	Nickname




	Hans van Messel

	 




	Reynout Siertsema

	Arnold (code name)




	Herman Sluring

	Pickwick, Uncle Herman




	Others

	Role




	Lieutenant Hans Rahms

	German military judge









Prologue

HE CUT AN IMPOSING FIGURE.

Handsome and broad-shouldered, Lieutenant Hans Rahms looked chiseled in his German uniform, and his erect posture and placid expression suggested a model Nazi soldier. But he was more than an SS officer supervising a prison; he was the military judge who would decide Corrie’s fate. In essence, Rahms was judge, jury, and executioner. With a wave of his hand he could send someone to the gallows or a concentration camp.

As Corrie stood before his desk she saw a number of papers—her papers. These were her notes for various underground activities—including ration cards—which contained the names and addresses of friends, Jews, and Resistance workers. The Gestapo had found them during a search of the Beje and apparently had just given them to the prison.

“Can you explain these pages?” Rahms asked.

Corrie’s heart pounded. Aside from incriminating her for several capital crimes, every name on that list was in danger. If the Gestapo found them, underground workers would be arrested and sent to concentration camps or shot. Jews named in the papers would be rounded up for shipment to a death camp. But what could she tell the lieutenant—that those were not her notes? No, this was the end. For her, for everyone.

“No, I can’t.”


Chapter 1

The Watchmakers

TICK. TICK. TICK.

It was a soothing sound, methodical and predictable. Willem ten Boom’s shop at Barteljorisstraat 19 in Haarlem, Holland, was small, and his ticking watches seemed to invite conversation and friendship. He had rented the house in 1837 to launch his watchmaking venture, a dramatic break from his father’s gardening trade. Like most buildings in town, the first floor housed the business, while the second and third floors provided residential quarters.

In 1841 Willem married Geertruida van Gogh, and three years later something unusual happened at the Beje—as the ten Boom residence came to be known. The local Dutch Reformed minister, Dominee Witteveen, called on Willem one day with a peculiar plea: “You know the Scriptures tell us to pray for the peace of Jerusalem, and the blessing of the Jews.” It was an odd request at the time—few Dutch Christians had heard of praying for Israel—but Willem agreed. “I have always loved God’s ancient people,” he told Witteveen; “they gave us our Bible and our Savior.”

With this simple encouragement, Willem began inviting friends over to pray for Jerusalem and the Jews. It was a legacy he would pass on to his children and grandchildren.

In 1856 Geertruida died of tuberculosis, and two years later Willem married Elisabeth Bell. Their first child, Casper, was born a year later. Casper apprenticed under his father in the family business for several years, and when he turned eighteen he opened a watch shop in Rapenburg, the Jewish quarter of Amsterdam.

He settled into the community, admiring his neighbors. “As long as I can remember,” he shared later, “the portrait of Isaac da Costa* has been hanging in our living room. This man of God, with his burning heart for Israel, his own people, has had a strong influence on our family.”

Casper often joined the Amsterdam Jews in their Sabbaths and holy days, studied the Talmud with them, and was pleasantly surprised when they asked him to explain the fulfillment of Old Testament prophecies in the New Testament.

When he was twenty-five, Casper married a young Dutchwoman named Cornelia (“Cor”) Luitingh. They had their first child in 1885, Elisabeth (“Betsie”), followed by sibling Willem the next year. In 1890 they had another daughter, Arnolda (“Nollie”) Johanna, and a third daughter—a premature, sickly child—on April 15, 1892.

They named her Cornelia (“Corrie”) Arnolda Johanna.

Cor recorded in her diary both anguish and hope: “The Lord gave us a very little, weak baby—Corrie. Oh, what a poor little thing she was. Nearly dead, she looked bluish white, and I never saw anything so pitiful. Nobody thought she would live.”

Live she did, although she was only six months old when grandfather Willem died. But Willem had planned all along that Casper would continue the family trade, so upon his death Casper and Cor returned to Haarlem to take over the shop. A few years later, in 1897, Elisabeth moved out of the Beje so that Casper, Cor, and the children could move in.

Casper picked up where his father left off, honing his watchmaking skills by apprenticing under Hoü, widely considered the best in the world. In his shop at the Beje, Casper hung an engraving by a Dutch artist of a watchmaker at his desk.

[image: image]
The watchmaker engraving.

Courtesy of Buswell Library Archives and Special Collections


The English translation reads:

PEOPLE’S TRADES/THE WATCHMAKER


One has to be prepared for when the time is over.

O man, arrange your state of soul

as long as the clock is still going;

For when the weight has come to the end

of this short time that we live,

You can’t pay anybody anywhere to pull the weight up again,

Not through art, or money, or respect of man.
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Casper at work in the Beje shop.

Courtesy of Corrie ten Boom House Foundation


It was an apt summary of Casper ten Boom’s life.

He hoped to pass the trade on to his son, but shortly before he turned eighteen Willem told his father he didn’t want to continue in the business, saying he felt called to be a minister. Though disappointed, Casper understood and gave his blessing for his son to go to the University of Leiden to study theology. Twelve-year-old Corrie, however, announced to her father that she wanted to become a watchmaker. Thankful that someone in the family would carry on the business, he began to apprentice her.

Willem completed his theological studies in 1916, and would eventually accept a position with a church in Zuylen, a picturesque town on the outskirts of Utrecht. To his surprise, the church allowed him one day a week to continue his studies at the famous university there. Immediately, Willem immersed himself in a subject that fascinated and worried him: anti-Semitism. This cancer had taken root in Germany and France, and he couldn’t study it enough. “I was captivated by the study of anti-Semitism from the start,” he told his fiancée Tine van Veen one day, “but now that I am really getting into it, it is taking possession of me. I can no longer get away from it. The Jewish question is haunting me. It is so dangerous. Anti-Semitism has repercussions which will affect the whole world.”

[image: image]
The ten Boom family in 1902. Left to right: Betsie, Nollie, Casper, Willem, Cor, and Corrie.

Courtesy of Buswell Library Archives and Special Collections


Little did Willem know how prophetic his words would be.

Corrie, meanwhile, worked diligently to become a competent assistant to her father. She had her own workbench in the shop, and Casper expected her to be punctual, diligent, and persistent. Without fail, however, he was also encouraging. Though he was now recognized as the best watchmaker in Holland, one day he told her: “Girl, I trust that you will become a more able watch repairer than your father.”

As the years went by, Corrie longed to improve her skills and she pressed her father: “Papa, too often when a broken watch is brought in, I have to ask you or the watchmaker what the problem is. I would like to know more about the insides of a watch.”

[image: image]
The ten Boom children in 1910. Left to right: Nollie, Corrie, Willem, and Betsie.

Courtesy of Corrie ten Boom House Foundation


At the time, though, watchmaking schools existed only in Switzerland, and Casper couldn’t afford to send his daughter there. Still, he and Corrie kept that goal in the forefront of their minds; somehow they would find a way.

Not long after, Corrie was proofreading one of her father’s articles for his weekly watchmaker’s magazine. The story focused on an extraordinary watch—easily the most expensive in the world—that had been ordered and made for the emperor of Austria. He had since abdicated, however, and could no longer afford it. Made of heavy gold, it was the first pocket watch that played a tune—the “Ranz des Vaches”—a Swiss folk song. Casper closed the article by congratulating the lucky watchmaker who would eventually sell it.

Some days later one of the shop’s regular customers came in with a special request. “I would like to have a watch that nobody else has,” the man announced. “Do you know if that is possible? I do not mind what the price is.”

Casper mentioned the Ranz des Vaches watch and the price, noting that it was located in Switzerland. The man paid for it on the spot, saying that he was going to Switzerland that week and would collect it himself. Casper’s commission on the sale was so great that it covered Corrie’s school and apprenticeship in two Swiss watchmaking factories.

The watchmaker’s daughter would become a watchmaker herself.

When Corrie finished her Swiss apprenticeship she returned home to again assist her father in the shop. On October 17, 1921, Corrie’s mother, Cor, died. Casper was heartbroken, and Corrie recorded his words as he looked one last time at the woman he loved.

“This is the saddest day of my life. Thank you, Lord, for giving her to me.”

That very year Corrie became the first licensed female watchmaker in Holland. In due time she handled the bulk of business that came into the ten Boom shop.

Willem, meanwhile, continued to preach and write about anti-Semitism, and in 1925 the Dutch Society for Israel asked if he would consider a special job as missionary to the Jews in Amsterdam. In preparation for this work, the society suggested that Willem take off a year for study at the Institutum Judaicum in Leipzig, Germany. Willem couldn’t accept fast enough, and once in Germany he began research for a PhD. Over the next three years he worked on his doctoral dissertation: “Entstehung des Modernen Rassenantisemitismus in Frankreich und Deutschland” (The birth of modern racial anti-Semitism in France and Germany).

[image: image]
Casper and the ten Boom watch shop, about 1905.

Courtesy of Corrie ten Boom House Foundation


While Willem was writing his dissertation in Leipzig, Adolf Hitler was preparing to publish his own work: the anti-Semitic Mein Kampf.* Although Willem was unaware of Hitler’s book, he had seen enough to discern that trouble was just around the corner. In a letter to Tine, he wrote: “I expect that in a few years’ time, there will be worse pogroms than ever before. Countless Jews from the east will come across the border to seek refuge in our country. We must prepare for that situation.”

Willem received his PhD in 1928, his anti-Semitism dissertation being published two years after Hitler’s second volume of Mein Kampf, and just five years before Hitler’s rise to power. This young Dutch scholar—educated and published in Germany—had thrown down the gauntlet, as it were, within the belly of the beast. It would prove to be the beginning of a long, frightful clash between the ten Booms and the Nazis.

WHEN WILLEM FINISHED his studies he began his ministry to the Jews. A few days every week he would visit the Jewish quarter of Amsterdam, engaging some in discussion, offering Bibles to others. And in typical ten Boom fashion, he opened his home to everyone in need. It was called Theodotion—gift of God. Within a few short years, that very home would be called upon to save Jewish lives.

On January 30, 1933, German president Paul von Hindenburg—under pressure from his cabinet advisors and against his better judgment*—appointed Adolf Hitler as chancellor of Germany. Queen Wilhelmina, observing the German situation on behalf of her Netherlands, knew the appointment spelled trouble. “Old President Hindenburg was still at the helm,” she recalled, “but Mussolini had shown us how quickly fascist forces can remove lawful authority. I did not doubt that Hitler would soon establish a dictatorship.”
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Dr. Willem ten Boom

Courtesy of Buswell Library Archives and Special Collections


Once installed, Hitler wasted no time in persecuting Jews. On April 1 he instituted a one-day boycott of Jewish businesses. Throughout the country, prospective patrons were barred by Nazi SA* men from entering Jewish shops. Many Germans, however, were outraged and refused to comply. In Berlin, for example, Julie Bonhoeffer—Lutheran pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer’s ninety-year-old grandmother—pushed past a Nazi cordon to make her purchase in a Jewish business.

But the boycott was just a warm-up. Six days later the Nazi government barred Jews from all civil service jobs, including schools and universities, which resulted in the dismissal of all Jewish professors. In addition, Jews were prohibited from practicing law or medicine. In all, some forty-two laws were enacted to discriminate against Jews. The following year nineteen more laws were passed, and in 1935, another twenty-nine. The Nuremberg Laws, as the 1935 enactments were known, stripped German Jews of their citizenship, forbade them from marrying Aryans, and even outlawed extramarital affairs between Jews and non-Jews.

The following March, Hitler ordered his troops to reoccupy the Rhineland, an area bordering the Rhine River that Germany had lost during World War I. It was an act of aggression, but the international community—perhaps reluctant to oppose a country reclaiming former lands—remained largely silent. On the diplomatic side, Hitler worked to keep everyone calm; the German Foreign Office repeatedly assured the Netherlands government that the Reich would respect Dutch neutrality.

That summer Berlin hosted the 1936 Olympics and Hitler, desirous of putting Germany’s best foot forward, relaxed his persecution of Jews. After the games, however, when most of the international press was gone, the Nazi attacks accelerated. Jews were now prohibited from staying in hotels, patronizing restaurants or shops owned by non-Jews, or even sitting in parks reserved for Aryans.

The Nazis didn’t limit themselves to persecution of Jews; they went after Christians as well. In 1937 they arrested Martin Niemöller, influential Berlin pastor and head of the anti-Nazi Confessing Church. His crime, they charged, was “malicious attacks against the state.” He was fined, given a short prison sentence, and then freed. Upon hearing the news of Niemöller’s release, however, Hitler ordered his re-arrest, and Niemöller was sent to the Sachsenhausen concentration camp.*

In Holland, though, things were fairly normal. In 1937 Crown Princess Juliana married Bernhard of Lippe-Biesterfeld, a prince from—of all places—Germany. That same year the ten Booms celebrated the hundred-year anniversary of their watch business. Corrie was proud that her lineage as a watchmaker dated back to grandfather Willem, who had first opened the watchmaking shop at the Beje. Life in Haarlem was peaceful, but things would change before a year had passed.

In March 1938 Germany annexed Austria, and some 183,000 Austrian Jews suffered the same persecution as Jews in Germany. By the summer, most Jewish businesses in the Reich had been taken over by Germans. The fall, however, brought a glimmer of hope. On September 29, British prime minister Neville Chamberlain and French prime minister Edouard Daladier met with Hitler in Munich and signed an accord recognizing Germany’s annexation of the Sudetenland region of Czechoslovakia. Upon arriving in London, Chamberlain announced that the Munich Agreement had secured “peace in our time.”

In the Netherlands, however, Queen Wilhelmina believed otherwise. “The main question was what national-socialism would mean for the rest of Europe,” she later wrote. “By the spring of 1938, when Hitler invaded Austria, the answer was plain to me. German policy would result in a European catastrophe.

“No sooner had Hitler got hold of Austria than he began to stir up trouble in Czechoslovakia. . . . Hitler’s land-hunger had not been appeased. It had already become obvious to me that Hitler would go further, that for him the attainment of one object only meant that he could start working on the realization of his next territorial wish, and that he would involve the whole of Europe in his game as soon as he considered the time ripe for it. The prelude to the treacherous attack on our own country had begun.”

Notwithstanding the Munich Agreement, Hitler continued his rage against Jews. Less than a month after the accord, on October 27, eighteen thousand German Jews were arrested, packed into cattle cars, and entrained to the Polish border. The Grynszpan family—who had just been expelled from Hanover—was among the deported. When the train arrived at the Polish border, Berta Grynszpan mailed a letter to her seventeen-year-old brother, Herschel, who was living in Paris. Hearing about his family’s treatment—especially the transfer to Poland without food or water—the boy became enraged.

On the morning of November 6 Herschel purchased a gun and proceeded to the German embassy. He asked to see the ambassador, Johannes von Welczeck, but the diplomat slipped out without meeting him. Herschel insisted on seeing someone to whom he could deliver an important document, and he was ushered into the office of Third Secretary Ernst vom Rath. When vom Rath asked to see the document, Herschel shouted: “You are a sale boche [filthy kraut] and here, in the name of twelve thousand persecuted Jews, is your document!”

Herschel fired five times, three shots missing, but two hitting vom Rath in the abdomen. Herschel was arrested and vom Rath was rushed to the hospital, triggering a backlash reminiscent of that following the assassination of Archduke Franz Ferdinand in 1914.*

When news of the shooting reached Berlin, Hitler’s propaganda minister, Joseph Goebbels, seized the opportunity to further persecution of Jews. He ordered all newspapers not only to cover the story, but to make it the dominant news. “All German newspapers must carry large-scale reportage on the assassination attempt against the life of the third secretary in the German Embassy in Paris,” he instructed. “The news must completely dominate page 1. . . . It should be pointed out in several editorials that this assassination attempt perpetrated by a Jew must have the most serious consequences for Jews in Germany.”

Editors complied with Goebbels’s directive, and the crisis expanded when news of vom Rath’s death reached Hitler in Munich at nine p.m., November 9. Demonstrations against Jewish homes and businesses were to be allowed, Hitler decided, and police withdrawn. Some three hours later Gestapo chief Heinrich Müller dispatched an order to police throughout the country: “Actions against Jews, especially against their synagogues, will take place throughout the Reich shortly. They are not to be interfered with. . . . Preparations are to be made for the arrest of about 20,000 to 30,000 Jews in the Reich.”

Individual branches of the SA received their own instructions within the hour. In Cologne, for example, SA members were directed to set fire to all synagogues at four a.m., followed by attacks on Jewish shops and homes two hours later.

The destruction unleashed by Hitler’s Nazis that night was breathtaking. The event became known as Kristallnacht—Night of the Broken Glass. By the time the mayhem subsided on the evening of November 10, some two thousand synagogues had been burned, almost seventy-five hundred Jewish businesses had been ravaged, at least ninety-six Jews had been killed, and another thirty thousand arrested and sent to concentration camps.

When Hollanders heard the news, some protested and others issued warnings, but the reaction was mixed. Many were unaware of the Kristallnacht horrors, while those who knew assumed such atrocities would never occur in the Netherlands. Nevertheless, Dutch hearts, filled with compassion, donated 400,000 guilders in a nationwide collection to assist Jews who had fled to Holland.

BUSINESS IN THE Beje carried on as usual, meanwhile, and the watch shop continued to grow. To help meet demand, Casper hired a man named Mr. Ineke to assist with watch repair, and a woman named Henny van Dantzig to help with sales. In addition, the ten Booms had a number of suppliers in Germany, and Casper and Corrie would regularly exchange correspondence and materials with them. As the last weeks of 1938 ticked by, however, Corrie noticed something unusual.

Where those suppliers were Jewish-owned companies, her mail to them was being returned, “Address Unknown.”


Chapter 2

Hitler Youth

IT SEEMED ODD THAT IN the spring of 1939 a German would come to Haarlem to apprentice for Casper ten Boom, Holland’s best watchmaker. Germany, after all, had annexed Austria and the Czech Sudetenland a year earlier,* and Adolf Hitler appeared hell-bent on acquiring more territory. Yet for the ten Booms, it was business as usual. Casper’s reputation was known now in much of Europe, and the ten Boom shop had employed numerous German apprentices over the years.

This hire, though, was different. Otto Altschuler was tall and handsome, and had come to the Beje—as the ten Boom watch shop was known—with a recommendation from a well-respected firm in Berlin. He was a good employee and quite courteous to Casper—whom everyone called Opa (grandfather)—but there was an edge about Otto that Corrie couldn’t place. As a competent watchmaker herself, she became her father’s chief assistant and heir apparent, and worked closely with apprentices.

The first tip-off occurred one day when Otto proudly announced that he was a member of the Hitler Youth. This meant nothing to the ten Booms, but it would have been alarming to anyone in Germany. Founded in 1922, the Hitler Youth was a Nazi organization for boys aged fourteen to eighteen. Per Hitler’s guidelines, members were required to be “slim and slender, swift as greyhounds, tough as leather, and hard as Krupp steel.”

On December 1, 1936, the Führer had enacted a law outlawing all non-Nazi youth organizations, declaring: “All of the German youth in the Reich is organized within the Hitler Youth. The German youth, besides being reared within the family and schools, shall be educated physically, intellectually and morally in the spirit of National Socialism.”

First and foremost, the Hitler Youth was a propaganda tool for indoctrinating young minds in Nazi ideology. And the reeducation started long before the teenage years. From the age of six until ten, boys served in a pre–Hitler Youth apprenticeship where they were given performance books to record their progress through Nazi ideals. At ten, each boy was subjected to tests in athletics, camping, and Nazi history. If he passed, he graduated into the Jungvolk (“Young Folk”), where he took an oath:


In the presence of this blood banner, which represents our Führer, I swear to devote all of my energies and strength to the savior of our country, Adolf Hitler. I am willing and ready to give up my life for him, so help me God.



Girls were not excluded from the indoctrination. From ages ten to fourteen, they were enrolled in an organization called the Jungmaedel (“Young Maidens”). Like their male counterparts, they would go on long marches and attend classes on National Socialist ideology, but they also were encouraged to become healthy mothers of strong Nazi children. At fourteen, girls would progress to the Bund Deutscher Maedel (“League of German Maidens”), where the indoctrination continued.

When boys turned fourteen, they were inducted into the Hitler Youth proper, remaining there until they turned eighteen and passed directly into the German army. From the outset the organization’s purpose was to groom boys as paramilitary street thugs like the SA. They were trained in the use of rifles and machine guns, and would attend a monthlong military camp. Not surprisingly, Hitler Youth worked alongside the SA in orchestrating the terrors of Kristallnacht.

Parents who instructed their children not to join the Hitler Youth were threatened with prison and told that their boys would be sent to orphanages. And the threats were effective: by the end of 1938, Hitler Youth numbered almost eight million. Yet there were some four million young men who had not joined, so in March 1939 the Reich enacted a law conscripting all boys into Hitler Youth in the same fashion as eighteen-year-olds were drafted into the army.

AS DAYS PASSED the ten Booms noticed that Otto was unlike their previous German apprentices. At first it was subtle criticisms of Dutch people and products, followed by his proclamation, “The world will see what Germans can do.” Not long after that Otto told Corrie that the Old Testament was the Jews’ “Book of Lies.”

Opa, however, wasn’t worried. “He has been taught wrong,” he told Corrie. “By watching us, seeing that we love this Book and are truthful people, he will realize his error.”

Some weeks later, though, Otto’s sinister side revealed itself. Otto’s landlord came by the Beje one day to inform the ten Booms about their young German employee. She had been changing the sheets on Otto’s bed that morning and found something under his pillow. She removed from her purse a knife with a curving ten-inch blade.

Again Opa gave Otto the benefit of the doubt. “The boy is probably only frightened,” he said, “alone in a strange country. He probably bought it to protect himself.”

Corrie mused the assessment. Otto was indeed alone, and he spoke no Dutch. Aside from Opa, Betsie, and Corrie—who all spoke German—he had no one to talk to. Perhaps Father was right.

As time went on, though, Corrie noticed something else. Otto seemed to be cold and disrespectful toward Mr. Christoffels—an elderly gentleman Opa had hired to assist with repairs—but maybe it was just thoughtlessness. She mentioned it to her brother Willem when he was visiting one day, and he brushed aside Corrie’s wishful thinking. “It’s very deliberate,” he said. “It’s because Christoffels is old. The old have no value to the State. They’re also harder to train in the new ways of thinking. Germany is systematically teaching disrespect for old age.”

Hearing the discussion, Opa countered that Otto was always courteous to him, and that he was a good bit older than Christoffels.

“You’re different,” Willem said. “You’re the boss. That’s another part of the system: respect for authority. It is the old and the weak who are to be eliminated.”

Corrie and Opa could only shake their heads. Was such a nefarious ideology even possible?

Some days later they received their answer. One morning Mr. Christoffels stumbled into the shop, his cheek bleeding and his jacket torn. He was missing his hat so Corrie rushed into the street to retrieve it. Retracing the path the old man took to work, she noticed a group of people who seemed to be having words with someone: Otto. She asked one of the bystanders what had happened and he said that when Christoffels turned a corner into the alley, Otto was waiting. He slammed the old man into the side of a building and ground his face against the bricks. Corrie was aghast; her worst fears about Otto were true.

For the first time in more than sixty years of business, Opa had to fire an employee. He tried to reason with Otto, explaining why his behavior was improper, but Otto remained stone-faced. Opa let him know that his employment was over and Otto calmly collected his tools without a word.

At the door Otto turned back and Corrie shivered. It was the most ominous look of contempt she had ever seen.


Chapter 3

Persecution

IN BERLIN, TIME WAS OF the essence. From the day Hitler came to power in 1933, German military leaders had plotted to do away with him—either by assassination or by arrest and trial. In 1938 the so-called Generals’ Plot* to oust or kill Hitler involved the highest leaders of the German army, the Wehrmacht. Due to a number of logistical problems, however, the plot failed to materialize. Beginning in the fall of 1939, General Franz Halder, chief of the Army General Staff, had been carrying a loaded pistol in his pocket when he met with Hitler, determined to shoot the Führer himself. Unfortunately, he could never do it. He realized eventually that he was an army officer, not an assassin, and someone else would have to do the dirty work.

Without a coup, Wehrmacht leaders were hamstrung; Hitler demanded that they invade Poland so on September 1, 1939, they did. France and England immediately declared war against Germany, thus commencing World War II.

Now, in the early months of 1940, Hitler demanded more, asking his generals to prepare for invasions of Norway, Denmark, Belgium, and the Netherlands.

Staunch anti-Nazi officers knew this was their last chance; they would either have to assassinate the Führer or sabotage his plans. Colonel Hans Oster,* assistant to Abwehr chief Admiral Wilhelm Canaris, believed that if the Western nations could put up a stout defense, then Hitler’s leadership would be crippled, making a coup easier. The idea had originated with Halder in late 1939,* but Oster’s contact with the Dutch military attaché in Berlin, Major Gijsbertus Jacobus Sas, now provided an efficient leak channel.

For Oster this was Plan B to stop Hitler. Plan A was the coup attempt, but at every turn the Wehrmacht generals seemed to lose their opportunity.

And so the clock continued to tick.

On April 3, 1940, Oster advised Sas that Germany would invade Denmark and Norway six days later, on April 9. He asked Sans not only to warn the Danes and Norwegians, but also to notify the British. In addition, he had his friend Josef Müller pass this information along to the Vatican. The warning was not enough, though, as the Wehrmacht successfully invaded both countries.

Now more than ever Oster was intent on thwarting the invasion of Holland. On May 9 he had dinner with Sas and afterward they drove to the armed forces headquarters so Oster could see if there were any new developments. The Dutchman waited in the car while Oster snooped inside for details. After twenty minutes he returned, dispirited.

“My dear friend,” he told Sas, “now it is really all over. . . . The pig [Hitler] has gone off to the Western front, now it is definitely over. I hope that we shall meet again after this war.”

At once Sas notified The Hague with a specific message for the Defense Ministry: “Tomorrow at dawn. Hold tight.” He then alerted his friend Georges Goethals, the Belgian military attaché.

But Sas’s previous cries of “wolf”—all of which had been inaccurate—had worn out the Dutch and Belgian generals. The Holland invasion alone had been scheduled and then canceled twenty-nine times. So tired of these warnings was General H. G. Winkelman, the Dutch commander in chief, that he told Sas that his source (Oster) was “pitiful.” And so the Netherlands and Belgium largely ignored the latest Oster-Sas warning, assuming it was yet another false alarm.

At three a.m. on May 10 the German Eighteenth Army crossed the IJssel, Holland’s defensive line. At dawn the Luftwaffe dispatched eleven hundred aircraft to bomb airfields and drop two airborne divisions into South Holland. To counter the Eighteenth Army’s 141 Panzers, General Winkelman had a mere twenty-six armored cars, and not a single tank. The Dutch air force was equally outgunned: it had just one hundred thirty-two serviceable fighters, only seventy-two of which were modern.*

Hitler’s plan was to drop airborne troops on the three airfields surrounding The Hague, seize the capital, and capture Queen Wilhelmina and her cabinet.

To his surprise, Dutch resistance was stout.

* * *

Corrie jerked up in her bed at the pounding concussions. Bombs!

Explosion after explosion, all sounding like they were falling next door. The Germans were bombing the Schiphol airport, she knew, scarcely five miles away. She raced into Betsie’s room and found her sister sitting up, pale and shaking. They held each other tightly, trembling as a flickering red glow flashed through the window after each blast.

“Lord, make us strong,” they prayed. “Give us strength to help others. . . . Take away our fear. Give us trust.”

ENRAGED THAT HITLER had broken his promise to respect Netherlands’ neutrality, Dutch queen Wilhelmina went to the radio to encourage her people to remain vigilant.

From her bomb shelter in The Hague she called the king of England to ask for assistance. The British had already provided some troops, but the number was wholly inadequate to counter the invasion.

As the early hours of the invasion dragged on, German airborne units captured a number of key bridges, but not the airfields at The Hague. Dutch infantry, with effective use of artillery, drove two Wehrmacht regiments from the area. At Rotterdam, German units—one landing on the Nieuwe Maas river by seaplane—also faced stiff opposition.

The tide began to turn the morning of May 12, however, when an armored division of the Eighteenth Army smashed through the Grebbe Line—a forward defense line in central Holland. That afternoon the Ninth Panzer Division crossed bridges at Moerdijk and Dordrecht and reached the Nieuwe Maas. The Dutch blocked entrance into Rotterdam, though, by sealing bridges on the northern ends.

At daybreak on the thirteenth, Winkelman advised Queen Wilhelmina that The Hague was no longer safe, and that she needed to leave. Together with her principal advisors she proceeded to the Hook of Holland, where her party boarded a British destroyer bound for England. As it turned out, they left just in time.

The next morning, May 14, an annoyed and impatient Hitler issued a directive to his generals: “The power of resistance of the Dutch Army has proved to be stronger than was anticipated. Politically as well as military considerations require that this resistance be broken speedily.”

The tactic Hitler decided to employ was the terror bombing of Rotterdam. Surely the Dutch would recall, he surmised, the fate of Warsaw the prior fall.*

Later that morning a lone German officer crossed the bridge at Rotterdam displaying a white flag. The message he carried was that Rotterdam had to surrender or else it would be bombed.

Immediately the Dutch began negotiations, sending an officer to the German headquarters near the bridge to discuss terms. As the Dutchman made his way back across the bridge to deliver the German demands, however, the Luftwaffe was already on its way.

A few hours later central Rotterdam lay in ruins. It surrendered, and at dusk that evening General Winkelman ordered his troops to lay down their arms. The next morning, May 15, he signed the official capitulation. The city’s death toll was twenty-one hundred, another twenty-seven hundred wounded, and more than seventy-eight thousand made homeless.

In Haarlem, the ten Booms grew discouraged.

“The darkest time during those five days,” Corrie remembered, “was when our royal family left, our Queen Wilhelmina for England and Crown Princess Juliana for Canada. We knew then that our case was hopeless. There were not many times that I cried, but when I heard about the royal family leaving the country, I was heartbroken and wept.
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German invasion of Netherlands and Belgium, courtesy of Life magazine, May 27, 1940. Haarlem is ten miles west of Amsterdam.

Courtesy of Life Magazine


“For the Dutch people, the Queen was our security—we loved her.”

With control of the country, Hitler installed an ardent Nazi, Dr. Arthur Seyss-Inquart, as Reich commissioner of the Netherlands. Seyss-Inquart, a pleasant-mannered Viennese lawyer, had longed for a unification of Austria and Germany. After the Anschluss in March 1938, Hitler installed him as Austrian chancellor, and then the following month as Reich governor. In October 1939, with Germany’s successful invasion of Poland, Seyss-Inquart became its deputy governor-general.

Now, with the occupation of the Netherlands, Hitler moved the seasoned Seyss-Inquart to his new position. And to assist Seyss-Inquart, Hitler appointed another Austrian, Hanns Albin Rauter, as the Higher SS and Police Leader, and head of all SS troops. While junior to Seyss-Inquart in the civil administration, Rauter held a higher SS rank and reported directly to the Reichsführer, SS chief Heinrich Himmler.

An imposing figure, Rauter was tall and tough-looking, with a stern discipline and blunt personality to match. A fanatical and radical Nazi, he was also ruthless.

Seemingly to lull their subjects into complacency, Seyss-Inquart and Rauter implemented their reign of terror slowly. At first they gave the impression that the occupation would be friendly. Hitler saw the Dutch as fellow Aryans,* after all, and respected their prosperity and cultural heritage. In a show of good faith, Seyss-Inquart freed all Dutch military prisoners taken during the four-day war.

The following month Hermann Goering promised the Dutch that their standard of living would not fall below that of their German neighbors, and for a while local shops experienced a tremendous boon; German soldiers spent freely, and the occupation didn’t seem so bad after all. Corrie recalled the dramatic increase in business in the early months after the invasion: “Soldiers frequently visited our store, for they were getting good wages and watches were among the first things they bought. . . . I listened to them excitedly discussing their purchases, they seemed like young men anywhere off on a holiday. Most of them selected women’s watches for mothers and sweethearts back home. Indeed, the shop never made so much money as during that first year of the war.”

An eleven-year-old girl in Arhem, Adriaantje Hepburn-Ruston—later known to millions as Audrey Hepburn—also remembered the time: “The Germans tried to be civil and to win our hearts. The first few months we didn’t know quite what had happened. . . . A child is a child; I just went to school.”

Yet the occupation honeymoon was over within six months.

ON SEPTEMBER 12 Queen Wilhelmina broadcast on the BBC another message to her countrymen, saying, “A nation which has vitality and determination cannot be conquered simply by force of arms. . . . Magnificent manifestations of unity and independence . . . help us to feel confidence in a future which will render to us all a free and independent country under God’s blessing.”

Like Prime Minister Winston Churchill for the British, the queen provided a glimmer of hope for the Dutch, who desperately needed inspiration and courage to face what was to come.

The following month Seyss-Inquart announced that Jewish civil servants and professors were to be expelled from their posts. At once student protests began, first at Delft Technological University, then at the University of Leiden and other schools. Students began boycotting their classes, and Delft and Leiden temporarily closed.

To counter the rebellion, the Nazis cracked down with nationwide university raids, arresting students and professors alike. It was a foretaste of things to come, and many other Jewish professionals—doctors, lawyers, and architects—resigned from their posts.

Yet there was more in store for Jews. In 1941 Seyss-Inquart instituted a new policy: all Jewish citizens of the Netherlands were to have their personal identity cards marked with a large J. Soon thereafter they were required to wear a yellow Star of David on their coats. So appalled at the persecution was Casper ten Boom that he reported in line to receive a Star of David. In his mind, it was the only way for him to protest the injustice; he would suffer alongside his Jewish brothers.*

What hit everyone in Holland, however, was the rationing of food and other goods. For decades the Dutch had a large export surplus of butter, cheese, fruit, and vegetables. Seyss-Inquart now redirected all of those exports—and much of the domestic produce—to Germany. Corrie remembered receiving ration cards that, during the first year of occupation, could be used to purchase food and commodities actually found in stores. Each week, though, the newspapers would announce what the ration coupons could be exchanged for.

The other adjustment was the lack of available news. Seyss-Inquart controlled the newspapers, which meant that only German propaganda would be included. “Long glowing reports of the successes of the German army on its various fronts,” Corrie recalled, and “eulogies of German leaders, denunciation of traitors and saboteurs, appeals for the unity of the ‘Nordic peoples.’”

Without legitimate newspapers, the Dutch had only one source for outside news: radio. Each week they would turn to the BBC to hear a message from their exiled queen. The German occupiers were well aware of the encouragement that would come through the BBC, of course, so they outlawed radios; every Hollander now had to turn them in to Nazi authorities. Like many others, the ten Booms had no intention of being cut off from news and the queen’s broadcasts.

Peter, Nollie’s son, had an idea. Since the ten Booms had two radios, they could appear compliant by turning in one, and secretly hiding the other. In the stairwell, in a curve just above Casper’s room, Peter inserted the smaller radio and replaced the boards. The other radio Corrie would turn in at the Vroom & Dreesmann department store where the collection occurred.

“Is this the only radio you own?” the army clerk asked her.

“Yes.”

The German glanced at the paper in front of him. “Ten Boom, Casper, ten Boom, Elisabeth, at the same address. Do either of them own a radio?”

Corrie held his gaze. “No.”

As she exited the building she began to tremble. It was the first time in her life she had lied.

BACK HOME SHE and Betsie took turns every night listening to the Free Dutch broadcasts; while one crouched over the radio, the other would play the piano as loudly as possible. The news, though, was dreadful: German offensives everywhere were successful. And that, more than anything, troubled the British. The Germans had repaired the bomb damage to Holland’s airfields and now used them as forward bases for Luftwaffe attacks on England.

Night after night Corrie lay in bed, trembling at the sound of Luftwaffe bombers heading west. Soon, though, the British retaliated with attacks on Germany. Often German fighters would intercept Royal Air Force (RAF) aircraft over Haarlem, and one night a dogfight raged above the Beje. Through her window she couldn’t see the planes, but the fiery streak of tracer bullets left no doubt about the action.

As the summer of 1941 rolled on the Dutch government in exile worked to establish their own network to broadcast into the Netherlands. On July 28 Radio Oranje transmitted its first message, and Queen Wilhelmina minced no words. Rather than referring to the occupiers as Germans, she called them moffen, an old Dutch ethnic slur meaning an unwashed and backward people.

Recognizing the effectiveness of the BBC and Radio Oranje, Seyss-Inquart issued a “Measure for the Protection of the Dutch Population Against Untrue Information.” It stated that the Dutch should be protected from “false news,” and that only Nazi stations would be officially sanctioned. As expected, the law declared that anyone caught listening to the BBC or Radio Oranje would be severely punished.

Corrie and the ten Booms had no intention of obeying the law, but kept the sound low when tuning in. Food, however, remained a problem. Germany had invaded Russia on July 22 and the hundreds of thousands of German troops marching east needed daily rations, which meant that more produce from the Netherlands would be siphoned off and sent to the Wehrmacht.

On afternoons when weather permitted, Corrie would walk with her father through the neighborhood, and each passing day she saw more evidence of persecution. Shop windows, restaurants, theaters, and even concert halls had placards that read: JEWS WILL NOT BE SERVED. At parks, signs simply warned: NO JEWS.

As summer turned to fall, Corrie noticed a disturbing sequence of events. First it was watches that had been repaired, but whose owners had not returned to collect them. Then a house on Nollie’s block suddenly became deserted. Not long after that another watch shop—owned by a Jewish man Corrie knew as Mr. Kan—didn’t open for business. Opa knocked on the door one day, wondering if his colleague was ill, but no one answered. As they passed the shop on succeeding days they noticed that it had become dark and shuttered.

A few weeks later, as Corrie and her father walked through the Grote Markt in downtown Haarlem, they came upon a cordon of police and soldiers. As they approached, Corrie was repelled at what she saw. Countless men, women, and children, all wearing the Star of David, were being herded into the back of a truck.

“Father,” Corrie cried. “Those poor people.”

The police cordon then opened and the truck pulled through.

Opa nodded. “Those poor people.”

Corrie glanced at her father and saw that he was not looking at the departing truck, but at the soldiers.

“I pity the poor Germans, Corrie. They have touched the apple of God’s eye.”*

OVER THE NEXT few days Corrie spoke with her father and Betsie about what they could do to help their Jewish neighbors. Hiding them in the Beje was an obvious answer, but they had limited space and no hiding places. And the risk was immediate and severe: anyone caught sheltering Jews would be sent to a prison or concentration camp.

Yet that was precisely what Willem was already doing. Soon after the occupation he had created a hiding area beneath the floor in his study. When the Gestapo came for random searches, any Jews he harbored would slip into the secret place.

Behind the scenes, the British were doing everything they could to assist their Dutch allies. The RAF’s periodic dogfights over Holland weren’t making a significant impact on the war, but the British had a secret weapon: the Special Operations Executive. Founded in 1940, the SOE was created to fill a void. Unlike MI6, the professional organization that conducted foreign espionage, the SOE was tasked to do the dirty work: arming Resistance fighters, sabotage (especially against bridges, trains, and German ammo dumps), counterintelligence, and even assassinations. In short, Winston Churchill’s directive for the SOE was to “set Europe ablaze.” All agents were trained to kill using any weapon, including knives, or even with their bare hands. For this reason they were dubbed spies, commandos, or simply “Baker Street Irregulars.”

The Germans called them “terrorists.”

In almost all cases where the SOE sought operatives for occupied territories, they recruited nationals who spoke the language without an accent, and who knew the particular area where they were being sent. The SOE had made significant progress in France, and London wanted to do the same in the Netherlands. In September they dropped two agents by parachute into Holland, followed by Thys Taconis, a sabotage expert, and H. M. G. Lauwers, his radio operator, on November 6.

Radio operators—who received arduous training in codes and wireless sets—were London’s best source for eyewitness reports, and for establishing drops of arms for distribution to Resistance fighters.

The two agents dropped in September had mixed success: while one made it back to England with useful information in February 1942, the other was lost at sea. Taconis and Lauwers, meanwhile, had set up operations in Arnhem and The Hague, respectively.

On March 18, after a little more than four months of secret wireless communication, London received from Lauwers a request to drop in another agent, which the Dutch section of SOE said they would do immediately.

Only it wasn’t Lauwers.


Chapter 4

Razzias

ALSO OPERATING IN THE HAGUE in 1942 was a crafty Abwehr counterespionage officer, Major Hermann Giskes. One of his agents—a man named Ridderhof—ran a haulage service that could provide trucks for drops London might be ordering. In a stroke of luck Ridderhof had met Taconis, and through him learned of Lauwers and his radio, along with their general plans. All of this information went directly to Giskes, who began an operation he dubbed “North Pole.”

On March 6, Lauwers had just begun a transmission to London when his landlord informed him that there were four black cars outside. Lauwers immediately fled, but in his pocket were three of the ciphered messages he was about to send. Giskes’s men arrested him as he made his way down the street, and the incriminating evidence in his pocket left no alibi. The Germans also arrested the landlord and his wife, and confiscated the radio.

As a general rule, captured spies during World War II were given the option of working with the enemy or execution.* If the agent chose the former, the captors would “play back” or “turn” his radio, as it is called. This meant that the agent would agree to send messages to London (or Berlin in the case of captured German spies) dictated by his captors without revealing that he had been captured by the enemy. The SOE had contingencies for this risk, however, and each radio operator had a set of pre-planned security checks to ensure that he had not been compromised; if the checks were missing from the transmission, the home office would know that the agent had been arrested and the radio turned.

To his credit, Lauwers followed the SOE protocol, omitting all security checks in his transmissions for Giskes. London, unfortunately, disregarded the warning, assuming that Lauwers had been negligent or in a hurry. From this point on, Giskes would have SOE’s Dutch section sending him a steady supply of agents, all of whom would parachute into the arms of awaiting German soldiers.*

In Haarlem, the Nazi vise grip began to close in around the ten Booms as well. On Sunday, Corrie, Betsie, and Opa went to a service at the Dutch Reformed Church in Velsen, where Nollie’s eighteen-year-old son, Peter, played the organ. The Velsen organ was one of the finest in Holland, and Peter had won the post in a competition against forty more experienced musicians.

The church was filled to capacity, and the ten Booms squeezed into one of the last available pews. As Peter listened to the sermon from his organ loft, his mind began to wander. This very day, May 10, marked the two-year anniversary of the occupation. “My patriotic spirit awakened,” he remembered, “I decided that something should be done on this Sunday morning to demonstrate that we still were real Dutchmen at heart, something to express our faith and hope in a day of victory when we would again be a free people.”
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Eighteen-year-old Peter van Woerden at the organ. On the wall to his right is an image of Johann Sebastian Bach, a devout Christian who often signed his sheet music “S.D.G.”—Soli Deo Gloria (“To God Alone Be the Glory”).

Courtesy of Corrie ten Boom House Foundation


When the service ended, instead of playing a traditional hymn, he pulled out every stop to full volume and began playing the “Wilhelmus,” the national anthem of the Netherlands.

Below him the congregation rustled. Everyone in the church knew a recent Seyss-Inquart edict made playing or singing the “Wilhelmus” a crime. Opa, though eighty-two now, was the first on his feet. Others followed. Suddenly, from somewhere behind them, Corrie heard a voice begin to sing the words. Then another. And another. Within seconds the entire congregation was on its feet, all proudly and defiantly singing the outlawed anthem.

Many wept.

Corrie remembered the moment vividly: “We sang at the top of our lungs, sang our oneness, our hope, our love for Queen and country. On this anniversary of defeat it seemed almost for a moment that we were victors.”

The ten Booms waited for Peter awhile after the service at the side door of the church; half the congregation, it seemed, wanted to hug him, shake his hand, or pat him on the back. As Corrie reflected on the situation, she grew discouraged. The Gestapo would hear about this soon, and then what? Peter most certainly would be arrested, and perhaps others who sang.

Little did Corrie know, the recently appointed Nazi mayor of Velsen attended the service, determined to see if the church complied with the new law.

THE NEXT MORNING Peter felt someone shaking him.

“Peter! Wake up,” cried Cocky, his little sister. “Please, Peter, wake up!”


Peter opened his eyes. “Uh? What’s the matter? . . . Oh, it’s you. Come on now, let me go back to sleep, will you?”

Cocky shook him again. “Listen to me. You must get up—this instant. The police have come! They’re downstairs. Peter! Are you listening to me? The police are downstairs, and they say you are to go to prison.”

Peter went with her downstairs and the Dutch officers calmly announced that he was under arrest.

“It’s because of the ‘Wilhelmus,’” Cocky whispered.

The policemen allowed Peter to return to his room to collect a change of clothes, and as he packed, his mother appeared in the doorway.

“Peter,” Nollie said softly, “this is going to be a dangerous experience for you. We don’t know what is going to happen, where they are going to take you. But I know, son, that if the Lord is with you, we don’t have to fear anything at all. Let’s get down on our knees for a moment.”

Nollie began to pray, but Peter’s heart was far away. While he had grown up in a Christian home and played the organ for his church, he felt that religion was for older people, especially women. Religion was not for him. Not at eighteen, in any case.

When they returned downstairs the officers flanked Peter and led him away without further discussion.

At the police station he was taken to a cold, gray interrogation room. One by one various Germans—most presumably Gestapo—asked him the same questions again and again. Evidently they thought he was an important Resistance operative, perhaps even a leader. As he pondered his situation between questions, he heard something incredible: outside a street musician was playing a famous Dutch hymn. As Peter sat there, the words to the melody came to him:


O surround us with Thy grace, Lord Jesus, forever

That the attacks of the enemy will harm us never.



Another officer came in, breaking Peter’s momentary respite, and took him to a second room for more questions. Then another. Finally, a guard let him out into a small yard that seemed to be an outside holding cell. Bunched in the corner, a number of Jews were surrounded by German guards. After a while a truck came and everyone was ordered into the back. As Peter took his seat, a young officer entered and announced that if anyone said a word, he would be shot.

They arrived without incident at their destination—Amsterdam prison—and Peter received his personal allotment: blanket, cup, fork, and spoon. He was then taken to a small cell that had two other occupants: a contractor accused of espionage, and a gangster who had been arrested for burglary. “Smart Mels,” as he was called, regularly displayed his underworld talent by stealing bread around the prison when they were let outside. Peter later learned that Mels had lived a hard life, more than a third of it behind bars.

ON WEDNESDAY MORNING, as Corrie and her father set up their workbenches in the shop, Cocky burst into the room.

“Opa! Tante Corrie! They came for Peter! They took him away!”

Cocky didn’t know where Peter had been taken, though, and it wasn’t until Saturday that Corrie found out that he had been imprisoned in Amsterdam.

For two weeks Corrie waited and worried. No news came about Peter, but another danger emerged. One night, just shy of the eight p.m. curfew, she heard a knock on the Beje’s alley door. She opened to find a woman in a fur coat—odd for the summer—clutching a suitcase.

“My name is Kleermaker,” the woman said. “I’m a Jew.”

Corrie invited her in and introduced her to her father and Betsie. Mrs. Kleermaker’s story sounded all too familiar. Her husband had been arrested several months before, and her son had gone into hiding. The family owned a clothing store but the SD had ordered her to close it and she was afraid to return to her apartment, which was just above the business. She had heard, she said, that the ten Boom family had befriended a Jewish man recently.

“In this household,” Opa chimed in, “God’s people are always welcome.”

“We have four empty beds upstairs,” Betsie added. “Your problem will be choosing which one to sleep in!”

TWO NIGHTS LATER Corrie heard another knock on the alley door just before eight o’clock. She opened to find an elderly Jewish couple—frightened to death—holding their last possessions. They expressed the same story, and Corrie took them in. The danger and risk, she knew, posed a problem. The ten Booms now harbored three Jews, and the Beje was located only a half block from the Haarlem police headquarters. The next day she visited Willem for advice and help. She told him about the Jews and asked if he could find a place for them in the country.

“It’s getting harder,” he said. “They’re feeling the food shortage now even on the farms. I still have addresses, yes, a few. But they won’t take anyone without a ration card.”

“Without a ration card! But Jews aren’t issued ration cards!”

Willem mused a moment. “I know. And ration cards can’t be counterfeited. They’re changed too often and they’re too easy to spot.”

So how in the world were they going to get ration cards? Corrie asked.

“You steal them.”

The word “steal” caught in Corrie’s conscience. “Then, Willem, could you steal . . . I mean . . . could you get three stolen cards?”

Willem shook his head. The Gestapo watched him night and day, he said. “It will be far better for you to develop your own sources. The less connection with me—the less connection with anyone else—the better.”

On the train ride home Corrie racked her brain to think of a source. One name came to mind: Fred Koornstra, who used to work for the utility company and read the Beje’s electric meter each month. From what she recalled, he now worked in the Food Office, the very place where they distributed ration cards.

That evening after dinner she paid Fred a visit, a bit uneasy about whether he would help or turn her in. After some small talk, she explained that she had been housing three Jews, and that another two had arrived that afternoon—all needing ration cards.

“Is there any way you can give out extra cards? More than you report?”

Fred shook his head. Every card was accounted for, he said, and then the numbers were double-checked. He thought for a moment and then had an idea.

“Unless . . . Unless there should be a holdup. The Food Office in Utrecht was robbed last month. . . . If it happened at noon, when just the record clerk and I are there . . . and they found us tied and gagged . . .”

Corrie waited as Fred processed how the fake crime could be committed.

“How many do you need?” he finally asked.

“One hundred.”

OVER AT AMSTERDAM prison, Peter languished. Nights were long and as he lay on his thin straw mattress, his mind returned again and again to his family. He thought about his parents and siblings, remembering how they looked sitting around the dinner table. Without fail, though, each night his thoughts would be broken by another prisoner’s weeping. At dawn, Peter knew, that man would be executed.

“Prison under a Nazi regime for a political offense suddenly turns one’s thoughts to serious matters,” he remembered of the time. “As night after night I experienced agonizing thoughts, hearing the cry of the doomed, as every day we heard on the pipes* the news of young men taken from their cells and shot down somewhere in the streets as a reprisal measure of the occupying forces, the danger of my situation made me lay my religion in the balance.”

As if on cue, the next day or so he received a parcel from home. It contained clean clothes, a handkerchief, and a small piece of soap. Hidden in a sock, too, he found a small New Testament. Peter couldn’t understand how it wasn’t discovered during inspection, but he was grateful to have something to read, something meaningful. He read and reread the pages, and to his surprise the Scriptures came alive.

“It seemed suddenly to be a personal letter to me,” he wrote later, “with words of cheer and help for the many trying situations that arose daily. The Christ it spoke about no longer seemed like the subject of a hagiography, but real, like a friend of mine. I began to realize that Jesus Christ had not only died for the world in a general way, but that He had given His life for me, that I, by faith and trusting Him, could have eternal life.”

He prayed and at once his spirits lifted. “Inside I felt free, almost light, with a sort of joy. Circumstances no longer infuriated me. I had come to prison to find Christ, an unfailing Friend.”

A WEEK AFTER Corrie’s visit with Fred Koornstra, he stopped by the Beje. Corrie was shaken by what she saw: Fred’s eyes were a greenish purple, and his lower lip was cut and swollen.

Before she could comment, Fred said, “My friend took very naturally to the part.”

He set on the table a manila folder with exactly one hundred ration cards, adding that he could provide another one hundred cards every month. Corrie was ecstatic—hundreds of Jewish lives would be saved—but it was too risky for her to pick them up at his house every month. She had another idea. Could he come to the Beje dressed in his old meterman uniform? The meter was on the inside of the house, after all, so he could give her the cards out of sight of prying eyes. Fred said he was game, and Corrie found a place in the stairs where he could hide the cards when he “checked the meter.”

A few nights later Corrie took in another four Jews: a woman and her three children. Later that evening, well past curfew, the alley doorbell rang again. Assuming that another Jew had been told about the Beje, Corrie dashed downstairs. To her amazement, the visitor was her nephew Kik, Willem’s son.

“Get your bicycle,” he said. “I have some people I want you to meet.”

“Now? After curfew?”

Kik didn’t answer and Corrie fetched her tireless bike. Down the dark streets they pedaled, then over a canal, and Corrie realized that they were in the Aerdenhout suburb. Kik led her to a house shrouded with trees, and a young maid was waiting for them at the door. Kik carried both bikes inside and placed them in the foyer alongside countless others.

As they made their way to the drawing room, none other than Corrie’s old friend Pickwick greeted them with coffee. His real name was Herman Sluring, and he was one of the ten Booms’ best customers. Fabulously wealthy, he bought the Beje’s most expensive watches and often joined the family upstairs for conversation. On the one-hundred-year anniversary of the shop he had sent an enormous bouquet of flowers, and later came to the party. Everyone loved him and he was affectionately referred to as either “Uncle Herman” (Peter’s favorite name for him) or “Pickwick,” a name Corrie and Betsie had given him after realizing he looked like an illustrator’s sketch of Charles Dickens’s famous character.

Short, fat, bald, and cross-eyed, Pickwick was not much to look at, but he was a fine Christian gentleman who loved children and was kind and generous.

He began introducing Corrie and Kik to the other guests and Corrie immediately understood that these were underground Resistance workers; everyone was called “Mrs. Smit” or “Mr. Smit.” The leadership of the Resistance, she learned, worked in liaison with the British and the Free Dutch forces fighting in other cities, and Pickwick seemed to be in charge of the Haarlem cell. Moments later he introduced Corrie to the group as “the head of an operation here in this city”; until that moment, Corrie simply saw herself as helping her Jewish neighbors.

One by one Pickwick identified the others, each with a particular skill or contribution: one could prepare false identity papers; another could produce a car with government plates; still another could forge signatures.

Corrie understood that she had crossed the Rubicon: she was now part of the Dutch Resistance.

MEANWHILE IN AMSTERDAM, a thirteen-year-old Jewish girl named Anne Frank started a diary on her birthday, June 12. Amsterdam had the country’s largest Jewish population, and the Nazis targeted it first. In her initial diary entry, Anne recalled the avalanche of persecution initiated by the Nazis:

“Our freedom was severely restricted by a series of anti-Jewish decrees: Jews were required to wear a yellow star; Jews were required to turn in bicycles; Jews were forbidden to use streetcars; Jews were forbidden to ride in cars, even their own; Jews were required to do their shopping
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